some question was hovering on her lips. With bashful shy-
ness she looked at him once or twice and then looked down
again.
"No, it is not for me to be your first love," she said. "No,
no," she said, shaking her head thoughtfully, while the smile
stole gently again over her face. "No," she said, at last, laugh-
ing; "it's not for me, my own, to be your love."
At' that point she glanced at him, but there was suddenly
suctx sadness reflected in her face, such hopeless sorrow
suddenly overshadowed all her features, such despair all at
once surged up from within, from her heart, that Ordynov was
overwhelmed by an unaccountable, painful feeling of com-
passion for her mysterious grief and looked at her with
indescribable distress.
"Listen to what I say to you," she said in a voice that wrung
his heart, pressing his hands in hers, struggling to stifle her
sobs. "Heed me well, listen, my joy! You cairn your heart
and do not love me as you love me now. - It will be better for
you, your heart will be lighter and gladder, and you will
guard yourself from a fell foe and will win a sister fond. I will
come and see you as you please, fondle you and take no shame
upon myself for making friends with you. I was with you
for two days when you lay in that cruel sickness! Get to know
your sister! It is not for nothing that we have sworn to be
brother and sister, it is not for nothing that I prayed and wept
to the Holy Mother for you! You*won't get another sister 1
You may go all round the wqrld, you may get to know the
whole earth and not find another love like, mine, if it is love
your heart wants. I will love you warmly, I will always love
you as I do now, and I will love you because your soul is pure
and clean and can be seen through; because when first I
glanced at you, at once I knew you were the guest of my
house, the longed-for guest, and it was not for nothing that
you wanted to come to us; I love you because when you look
at me your eyes are full of love and speak for your heart, and
when they say anything, at once I know of aU that is within
you and long to give my life for your love, my freedom,
because it is sweet to be even a slave to the man whose heart
I have found. . . . But my life is not mine but another's . . .
and my freedom is bound! Take me for a sister and b* a
brother to me and take me to your heart when misery, when
cruel weakness falls upon me; only do so that I have no shame
to come to you and sit through the long night with you as now.